CHAPTER VIII

A CHAIN of days, link forged within link. Marches, battles,
rests. Heat and rain. The mingled scent of horse's sweat and
the hot leather of the saddle. Blood that under the continual
strain is turned to a boiling stream in the veins. Through
lack of sleep a head heavier than a six-inch shell, Giregor
longed for rest, for sleep. And afterwards to walk along the
soft furrow left by the ploughshare, whistling to the bullocks ;
to hear the trumpet call of the cranes, to remove the flying
silver gossamer from the cheeks, and to drink- and drink
of the autumnal scent raised from the earth by the plough.
But instead, grain slashed by the blades of roads. Along
the roads crowds of prisoners, unclothed, and cadaverous
hue with dust. Squadrons trampling the roads, threshing
the grain with iron horseshoes. In the villages, requisitions
on the families of the retreating Reds, whippings for their
wives and mothers.
Emasculated by boredom the days dragged on. They faded
from the memory, and not one incident, even those of impor-
tance, left any trace behind it. The day to day life of the war
seemed even more dreary than that of the German campaigns,
maybe because everything was known in advance. All those
who had participated in the previous war were contemp-
tuous of the present struggle : its dimensions, its forces, its
losses were all on a petty scale by comparison with the
German war. Only death, just as in the fields of Prussia,
rose in all its sombre height, terrifying and compelling an
animal self-preservation.
" Call this a war ? It's only an imitation. In the German
war,, when the Germans fired one of their guns whole
regiments would be torn up by the roots, and now we talk of
losses if a couple of men are wounded in one company." So
the frontline men thought. But even this playing at war
irritated them. Dissatisfaction, weariness, anger accumu-
lated. In Gregor's squadron the cossacks said with growing